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THE  LEA:  RIG. 

WHEN  o'er  the  jhills  the  eastern  star. 

Tells  bug|tin-time     near,  ipy  jOe  ; 
And  owsen  frae  the  furrow'd  fi^ld,  * 

Returns  sae  dowf  and  weary,  O  ; 
Down  by  the  burn,  where  scented  birks 

Wi*  dew  are  hanging  cleaAT^iiy  j  oe, 
I'll  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 

In  tnirkest  glen,  at  midnight  hour 

rd  rove,  and  ne^erbe  eerie,  O, 
If  thro'  that  gleii'  l  gaed  to  tnec, 

My  ain  kind  dearie^  G. 
Altho'  the  night  were  ne'er  sae  wild. 

And  I  were  ie&r  sae  weary,  0, 
I'd  meet  thee  oE  tlBfe  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  fcarie,  O. 

The  hunter  lo'es  the  morning  sun, 

To  rouse  the  mountain  dear,  my  joe 
At  noon  the  fisher  seeks  the  glen, 

Alang  the  burn  to  steer,  my  joe  ; 
Gie  me  thehoui*  o'  gloaming  gray. 

It  maks  my  heart  sae  cheerie,  O,, 
To  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  0» 
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DUISrCAN  GRAY. 

DUNCAN  GPvAY  came  here  to  v/oo,  ha,  ha,  the 
wooing  o't, 

On  new-year'"s  day,  when  we  were  fou,  ha,  ha,  the 
wooing  o't, 

Maggie  coosther  head  fa  high, 

Look'd  asklent  and  unco  skeigh, 
<jart  poor  Duncan  stand  abeign,  ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

Duncan  fleecJi'd,  and  Duncan  pray'd/  ha,  ha,  the 

wooing  o't,  • 
Meg  was  deaf  as  Ailsa  Craig,  ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

Duncan  sigh'd  baith  out  and  in, 

Grat  his  een  baith  blear'd  and  blin', 
Spak  o'  louping  o'er  a  I'm,  ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

Time  and  chance  are  but  a  tide,  ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't^ 
Slighted  love  is  sair  to  hide,  ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't, 

Shall  I  like  a  fool,  quo'  he> 

For  a  haughty  hizzie  die  : 
*She  may  gae  to  France  for  me,  ha,  ha,  thfe  wooing  o't. 

How  it  comes  let  Doctors  tell,  ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Meg  grew  sick,  as  he  gre  w  well,  ha^  ha,  the  Wooing  o't. 

Something  in  her  bosom  wrings, 

For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings. 
And  oh!  her  een  they  spak  sic  things,  ha,  ha,  the 

"   wt)oing  o't. 

Duncan  was  a  lad  of  grace,  ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o'c, 
Maggy'sSvas  a  ticklish  case,  ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't, 

Duncan  could  not  be  her  death, 

Swelling  pity  smoor'd  his  wrath  ; 
Now  they're  croi^se  *  and;  canty  baith,  ha^  ha^  th^ 
wooing  o't. 


THE  RIGS  O'  BARLEY. 

Tune — Cern  Rigs  are  Bonnie. 

it  was  upon  a  Laxiiipas  night, 

When  corn  rigs  are  bonnie, 
■Beneath  the  moon's  unclouded  light, 

I  held  awa' to  Annie  : 
The  time  flew  by  wi'  tentless  heed.. 

Till  'tween  the  late  and  early  ; 
Wi'  sma'  persuasion  she  agreed 

To  see  me  thro'  the  barley. 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still, 

The  moon  was  shining  clearly  ; 
I  set  her  down  wi*  right  gude  will, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley  ; 
I  ken't  her  heart  was  a'  my  ain  ; 

I  Ipv'd  her  most  sincerely  ; 
I  kiss'd  her  o'er  and  o'er  again 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

I  lock'd  her  in  my  fond  embrace  ; 

HeivliQart  was  beating  rarely  ; 
My  blessings  on  that  happy  place, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley ! 
But  by  the  moon  and  stars  sae  birightj 

That  shone  that  hour  -sae  clearly ! 
She  aye  shall  bless  that  happy  itigfet, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley- 
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I  hae  been  blythe  wi'  comrades  dear  ^ 

I  hae  been'^merry  drinking  ; 
i  hae  been  joyfu'  gath'rin  gear; 

I  hae  been  happy  thinking : 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw, 

Tho'  three  times  doubPd  fairly, 
■  fhat  happy  night  was  worth  them  a', 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

CHORUS. 

Corn  rigs,  and  barley  rigs, 
And  corn  rigs  are  bonnie  : 

ril  ne'er  forget  that  happy  night, 
Amang  the  rigs  wi'  Annie. 


COMPOSED  IN  AUGUST. 

Tune — I  had  a  horse,  I  had  nae  mcdr. 

^ow  westlln  winds,  and  slaught'ring  guns, 

Bring  Autumn's  pleasant  weather  ; 
The  Moorcock  springs,  on  whirring  wings, 

Araang  the  blooming  heather  ; 
Now  weaving  grain,  widp  o'er  the  plain 

Delights  the  weary  Ffirmer  ; 
And  the  moon  shines  bright,  when  I  rove  at  nrg] 

To  muse  upon  my  Charmer. 

The  Partridge  loves  the  fruitful  fells ; 

The  Plover  ioves  the  mountains  ; 
The  Woodcock  haunts  the  lonely  dell&;  ^ 

The  soaring  Hern  the  fountains. 
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Thro'  lofty  groves  the  Cushat  rove^, 
The  path  of  man  to  shun  it, ; 

The  hazel  bush  o'erhang$  .th^/fhrusl], 
The  sprcacjing  thorn  the  Linnet.  ' 

Thus  cv'ry  kind  thtir  plea^^Ure  find, 

The  savage  and  the  tefider  ; 
Some  sopial  join,  and  leagues  combine 

Some  sohtary  wander  ; 
Avauht  away  !  the  cruel  sway, 

Tyrannic  man's  dominion ; 
The  Sportsman's  joy,  the  murd'ring  cr 

The  flutt'ring  gory  piin'on  ! 

But,  Peggy  dear,  the  cv'ning's  clear, 

Thick  flies  the  skimming  Swallow  ; 
The  sky  is  bjue,  tlie  Melds  in  view, 

All  fading-green  and  yellov/  : 
Come,  let  us  stray  ouf  ghidsome  way 

And  view  the  charms  of  Nature  ; 
The  rustling  corn,  the  fruited  thorn, 

And'cv'ry  happy  creature. 

We'll  gently  walk,  and  sweetly  talk, 

Till  the  silent  moon  shine  clearly  ; 
I'll  grasp  thy  waist,  and  fondly  press't, 

Swear  how  I  loye  thee  dearly; 
Not  vernal  show'rs  to  budding  flov/rs^ 

Not  Autumn  to  the  Parmer, 
So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me, 

My  ti^ir,  my  lovely  Charmer  ! 


MY  NANNIE,  O. 


Behind  yon  hills  where  Stincher  ftows^ 
'Mang  moors 'in'  mosses  manjv  O, 

The  wintry  sun  the  day  has  clos'd. 
And  I'll  awa  to  Nannie,  O. 

The  westlin*  wind  blaws  lojd  and  shrill ; 
;    The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainy,  O  ; 
But  I'll  get  my  plaid  an'  out  111  steal, 
An'  owre  the  hill  to  Nannie,  O. 

My  Nannie's  charming,  sweet  an'  young, 
Nae  artfu'  wiles  to  win  ye,  O  : 

May  111  befa'  the  flatt'ring  tongue 
That  would  beguile  my  Nannie, 

Her  face  i^  fair,  her  heart  is  true^ 
/As  spotless  as  she's  bonnie,  O  ; 

ilie  op'ning  gowan,  wat  wi'  dew, 
'  Nae  purer  is  than  Nannie,  O. 

A  country  lad  is  my  degree, 
I    An'  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O  ; 
But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be, 
I'm  welcpme  ay  to  Nannie,  X). 

My  riches  a's  my  penny-fee, 

An'  I  maun  guid  it  cannie,  O  » 

But  warl's  gear  ne'er  troubles  me, 
My  thought's  are  a'  my  Nannie,  O. 

Our  auld  guidman  deMghts  to  view 
His  sheep  an'  kye  thrive  bonnie,  O  ; 

But  Im  as  blythe  that  bauds  his  pleugh,, 
An'  has  nae  care  but  Nannie,  O. 

Come  weel,  come  woe,  I  care  na  by, 
I'll  tak'  what  Heav'n  will  send  me,  O, 

Nae  ither  care  in  life  hae  I, 
But  live  and  love  my  Nannie, 
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HERE  AWA,  THERE  AWA,  ^x. 
i  '    ,  .  .-  '■  '  '\        -     •  ' 

Here  awa,  there  stwa,  wandering  Wiyie^ kju 

Here  away,  there  away,  baud  away  hame  ; 
Come  to  my  bosom,  my  aia  oniy  deary 

Tell  me  thoa  bring'st  me,  my  Willie,  the  samt. 

¥/intGr  winds  b]e#,  loud  and  canld  at  our  parting, 
Fear  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  my  e'e  i 

Welcome,  now  Simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie  ; ' 
The  Simmer  to  Nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 

Rest,  ye  wild  storms,  in  the  cave  of  your  slumbers. 
How  your  dread  howling  a  lover  alarms! 

Waukeri,  ye  breezes  !  row  gantiy,  ye  billows ! 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  raair  to  my  arms. 

But  ah,  if  he's  faithless,*'  and  minds  na  his  Nannie. 

Flow  still  between  us  thou  wide  roaring  main. 
May  I  never  gee  it,  may  I  never  trow  it, 

But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willies  my  ain. 


